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THE CONTENDERS 
so for a while now we've known that the wbhar zine name, 
STATIC conflicted with the old wnyu zine of the same 
name. but it was assumed that was okay since they hadn't 


put one out in about ten years. maybe since we haven't 
put one out in about 2. years they assumed it was okay to 
reclaim that name, because a new (and way too classy 
looking) wnyu STATIC just came out. so the search was on 
for a new name. Radiation* was chosen through democratic 
election. but the vote was close. here is a list of the 
Suggestions received from a variety of sources. 
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“When I have an internet connection I get it.” 


Long ago in the land of high school there 
arose a cry. The people needed a way to contain 
the free-floating angst all around them, to be 
able to tell that person in 5** period English 
how they felt without risk of rejection, to 
share the strange and ethereal music of their 
very being. Lo, the mixtape was born. 

“Why?” you ask. “Why is this outdated 
medium of music sharing so important? Don’t we 
have illegal file-sharing networks for that 
sort of thing? Couldn’t I just make them a CD 
if I really needed to?” 

Not so, my friend. Tapes are one of 
the unspoken modes of teenage communication. 
When words fail, tapes are there to help 
articulate your lust/sorrow/anger. What 
happens, for example, when you have graduated 
from that “check yes if you like me” method of 
dating but wish to sway the heart and/or hips 
of an unnamed party in your direction? Make 
them a tape. You make a new friend who has yet 
to be baptized into your genre of preference? 
Make a tape. Want to trick someone into liking 
you using your encyclopedic knowledge of David 
Bowie’s discography? Make a tape. Going on a 
road trip? Make a tape. It’s Tuesday? Make a 
motherfuckin mixtape. 

Howeyer, there is an art in mixing a 
tape. While burning a CD involves arranging a 
playlist before slapping some songs onto a CD- 
R, a tape necessitates actually listening to 
each song. Many hapless teenagers have stumbled 
to school with bloodshot eyes from staying up 
until dawn amidst piles of records, scribbling 
feverish flowcharts from Johnny Cash to Built 
to Spill to Television, jabbing incessantly at 
a pause/play button. From these generations of 
sleep-deprived finger-cramped high-schoolers, I 
deliver unto you these Ten Commandments of 
Mixtapery: 4 


I. Thou shalt not put more than two songs by the same 
artist in one tape (unless it’s a compilation tape.) 

II. Thou shalt not cut off songs in the middle. 

Til. Thou shalt not put “joke” songs on a tape. (They 
cease to be funny when you have to hear them on a loop.) 

IV. Thou shalt not leap from genre to genre without 
warning. (No Metallica beside Belle & Sebastian, please.) 

V. Thou shalt not be cheesy. . 

VI. Thou shalt not put fast song/slow song/fast/slow/fast. 
(Listener may become bipolar or suffer motion sickness.) 

VII. Thou shalt not put a song longer than seven 
minutes on a tape for someone else. (Unless you are sure 
beyond all doubt the recipient will like it, it runs the risk of being, sin 
of all sins, fast-forwarded through) 

VIII. Thou shalt not splice. (Repeat after me: I am not DJ 
Shadow) 

IX. Maxell II 90 minute tapes are the best. (God said so.) 

X. Thou shalt not use the same songs over and over. 
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Of course, 


every rule has excepti j 
it’s necessary to sneak in thee ena cc. 
Song. And if you really wanted to throw in “Me 
and Giuliani Down by the Schoolyard” in all its 
nine minute and four second glory, there’s no 
reason you shouldn’t. It’s just a matter of 
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COLEMAN'S BLEAK BLUES 
Michael Noble 


In this here ‘Paper or essay or experiment or 


whatever it might be, I'm going to be talking about 
Albert Murray, for the most part, or talking around 


and with him might be more like it. Tfeel slightly 


bad that this paper was supposed to be about phil — 
osphy and improvisation, but running with the command 
"write about something that strikes you" I8ve found 
myself here with | Mr. Murray (who I have no qualms for 
saying ig a much more striking fellow than Mr. Dewey) 
and I'll be addressing a few small things that jumped 
out at me from his book on jaazz and the blues. This 
thing ias mostly about my taking a bunch of things 
Murray said and applying them to something he probably | 
doesn't have much taste ‘for--not rock'n' roll, but free 
jazz, as in freed from the polemical clutches of Mr. 
Murray, a genre of music I know little about, but 
know a lot about relatively, when you see the non- 
existant jazz and blues sections in-my record collec ~ 
tion, So 1811 do a massacre on Ornette Coleman to 
start, and then probably move on up to today with a 
bunch of white hippies who might be better off 
labelled "free improv" than free anything else, but 
they sure are skronky enough to be in the same ball- 
prk as Ornette, Don and John, As for the typewriter, 
I8m really hoping that it doesn't come off as preten- 
tuous, but as a genu ine ine experiment within the spirit 
of this class (R.bert o' Meally’s “A-+ eb the Empovien"} and Mr. 
Kerouac and such. So all the typos are authentic, 
unless something happens in th e next 2h hours and i 
call myself a liar in class. 

So I8m gonna begin with a bit of an assumption, 
be. b eing that A) Albert Murray probably hates free 


jazz, or at least has some respect for it without 
actually liking a note of it, It's a safe assum —- 


trying to mix "revolution" in to their music without 
addressing the old tradition (227) thus appealing to 
all the sophisticats in the! "new thing" night clubs' 
(229), _The music-enjoy ing audience is incredibly 
important to Murray, so, being a member, I'm going 
_to hope I'm okay in saying I hear a lot of the 
thing s Murray likes about tile blues in free jazz ‘ 
despite 
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he 's got on 


ways. The second « et Go 


tionedis called "The Bless- 
ing" and it starts off as you 


migh t expect any blews number forr a Jazz bard 
might go. That all gets blown away as soon as Cole~ 
man's first solo comes in and immediately jumps out 
the window before coming in through the back door 
again, It's this sort of playing that got people 
like Coleman and Monk initially labelled as just 
bad musicians, but there's definitely = lot ~ore 
“to it than that. I might be getting a little too 
Tvesian here, but in the disregard for pitch and key 
th.t Coleman and Cheerry have, I see the two leaving 
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the "cloudlike realms of abstraction" that arbitrary 
music theory represents and going back"down-to-earth" 
to a place of more raw and more "diry t" and more "un ~ 
varnished" notes (1:5, 50-51), And wl t's more ele- 
gantly playf1l and heroic in its nonchalance" than 
creating such great music with plastic saxes and tiny 
toy trumpets? (5) Thi s way of playing has a re- 
markable lyrical quality to it as well, sou ndin g 
more like the human voice, whim also doesn't follow 
misical rules, but can jump to seemingly random 
pitches depending on where emotion takes it. This 
goes nicely with Murr.y's desire for blues instrumen- 
tation to recreate the "literal effects" of emotion 
(45). This is all very nice f-r what I called Coleman 
at his least free. But a few years on with "The Shape 
of Jazz to Come" one of the definitive free jazz album 
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dance movement" (hs), Part of Poiny Nduces ae, 
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Most of the people aroyn 
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wiesiesehe time with the music, that being impossible, Be~ 
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While I don’t acknowledge that “the perfect pop record” is an admirable | 
goal, nor that dopey indie kids would be capable of making it, nor that Pet 
Sounds might already be such a record, I do have to say that the A side of 
JUDAS PRIEST’s Point of Entry and the entirety of NEW ORDER’s Power, 
Corruption, and Lies come close. The problem with setting “pop” music up as a 
genre descriptor separate from Top 40 crap is that pop music, if done well, 
should be popular. It should, ina sense, work that way. Which is why NEW 
ORDER’s “Blue Monday” is the best-selling 12" of all time: it is self- 
evidently great, poppy, and palatable. THE BUZZCOCKS are in car-commercials, 
and* THE CURE are everybody’s ring-tone. “Pop music,” if done well, will out. : 
So I remain skeptical anytime someone tells me a record contains “perfect 3 
minute pop songs” that “ought to be a hit, but won't” (actually, that is 
almost every promo sheet). I’ve heard these records; they don’t deserve to be 
hits. 

THE MINUTEMEN’s EP, Project: Mersh, has the band writing CCR/SKYNRD arena- 
rock, with moderate success, and the cover shows a bunch of record executives 
standing in front of a chart showing MINUTEMEN records skyrocketing to 
platinum status, and one of the execs has the inspiration, “I’ve got it! 

We’ll have them write hit songs!” THE MINUTEMEN are one of the best bands 
ever, but much like HUSKER DU, they were waaay better when it seemed like 
they could write perfect arena-anthems, rather than when they tried to and 
were only OK at it. I mean, Project: Mersh is no Green River. 

In short, what is your idea when you start a band? Does it revolve around | 
a production ethic as regards song-craft? For every DISCLOSE, who channel 
DISCHARGE and BROKEN BONES through a megaton distortion bomb, their surely 
are ten DEFECTORS, who just don’t have the song-writing chops to compete. 

Maybe my mom couldn’t tell the difference between ANTI CIMEX and PRIVATE 
JESUS DETECTOR, but the difference certainly is there, and although the bands 
play in an identical style, the former are far superior. What is it about 
DISCHARGE that PRIVATE JEZUS DETECTOR could not grasp? 

That said, I for one have a soft spot in my heart (or skull) for mediocre 
Swedish Crust, whereas the very premise of “indie-pop” or any other ambitious 
genre is (statedly) anathema to mediocrity but (in fact) endlessly productive 
of it. Why? Because you can’t just have your objective be, “Oh, we’1ll write 
great songs!” What a fucking trap. For all the endless IRON MAIDEN rip-offs 
out there, even the later IRON MAIDEN records serve as a warning: this is not 
as easy as it looks on Killers! The same deal with TRAGEDY: the two TRAGEDY 
albums really are enough for the world, and sure, throw in the FROM ASHES 
RISE 3** LP, too. But as with “pop music,” there really is a level of craft 
for TRAGEDY or IRON MAIDEN which cannot be reproduced by just anyone. 

There are, to be sure, styles of music where you can’t go wrong: ripping 
off DISCHARGE can, at its worst, be sort of repetitive; ripping off Joy 


DIVISION probably will have a few kicks; trying to play like you are on 
Nuggets will be hit-or-miss, but then again, so were the real Nuggets bands. 
But even the ROLLING STONES manage to sound exactly like the ROLLING STONES 
and be totally shitty! 

It’s actually sort of insult to listen to genius music like THE CURE, and 
mistake Robert Smith’s making-it-look-effortless for it actually being 
effortless, and therefore something repeatable. The idea that, by sheer force 
of will and indie lo-fi-ness, just anyone will reach pure pop perfection, is 
ridiculous, but then again, deep down, people must know that Pet Sounds, was 
something special, and better than all the attempts to recreate it through 
the intervening years. 

So this whole spiel may be overkill, but here’s what it boils down to: if 
you are going to start a band, make sure your big idea is something more 
than: “I know! We’1ll play pop music!” because as nearly everyone has proven, 
the difference between a great song and forgettable crap is greater in “pop” 
music (whatever that means) than any other genre. And to give everyone a 
point of reference from what the hell I enjoy: take grindcore, where there is 
virtually no difference between a good song and a bad song; there is 
correspondingly a subtlety to the hooks which runs no chance of falling flat. 
All bets are safe and the chance of brilliant genius is in direct proportion 
‘to the chances of failure. 
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El] Flamingo Rosado: Room 203 (Loveburn) 
by Daiana Feuer 

The television is on the floor. It has a hole in it so it 
won't work anymore. She is posing in its place on the 
dresser in high-heels, smearing poetry on the wall-space 
made accessible with the removal of the television. 

Pizza for breakfast lunch and dinner. Sweat and 
scratches for dessert. 
I love you 
like an Island loves its Reef sharks. 

Blood is leaking from his foot, seeping through the 
pillowcase she wrapped around it. He sits at a little table by 
the window, watching the neon letters flicker on the hotel 
sign outside. On and off in pink then blue. On: Pink. Off. 
On: Blue. Off. On: Pink. Off. On: Blue. Off. Bienvenidos al 
Flamingo Rosado. 

“Do you love me?” 

“Like an island loves its reef sharks” she replies half- 
heartedly, but not because she doesn’t mean it. Rather, her 
attention is focused on a line she is making on the wall from 
the ceiling down to the top of the dresser, imagining that she 
is a surgeon, her marker, a scalpel, and she’s splitting open 
the chest cavity of a body to rip out its heart and squeeze its 
flesh for ink. 

“What if I die What will you do then What if I'm 
dead tonight Right now" 

"Well, you're not dead right now" 

"How do you know" 

"T'll do heroin-like we promised." 


“And then" 

She presses her ear to the wall. The voices on the 
other side sound like the ocean in a conch shell. 

"Do you love me" 

“I said yes” As she spins to give him angry eyes, one 
of her heels gets stuck in the space between the dresser and 
the wall. She regains balance and kicks her shoe across the 
room, knocking over the last lamp that worked. Now the 
room flashes in pink, off, blue, off. 

“Was that necessary” Why does she have to be this 
way? 

“What do you mean, necessary” Why does he have to 
be this way? 

“You really make me want to explode” 

“So why don’t you” 

“What the fuck is your problem” He punches the 
table like his hand is a gavel. 

“What the fuck is my problem You’re the one who 
decided to kick the television” 

“You threw it on the floor” 

“Ya but at least I'm not bleeding to death” 

“Nothing's ever good enough for you You're never 
going to be fucking satisfied” 

“Tm not saying...I...what the f-” She jumps up and 
down in an attempt to dislodge herself from this reality, 
squeezing her fists to her head. She knocks over a beer bottle 
by her feet and slips. Her knees hit hard on the edge of the 
dresser. She falls gracelessly, hurled to the floor like rotten 
vegetables. 


They look at each other. She moves hair that's 
blocking her eyes, smearing blood from her hand onto her 
cheek. She was cut by the smashed glass on the floor. 

"There's never a tomorrow when it comes to me and 
you it seems" 

Like an island loves its reef sharks. The wall poem 
behind her flashes On: Pink. Off. On: Blue. Off. On: Pink. 
Off. On: Blue. Off. 

“Remember that crazy rainy night at Silver Beach” 
He slides off his chair onto the ground, and crawls over to 
where she is sitting. “I shoved sand in your mouth and you 
punched me in the face for showing off” He kisses her 
scraped kneecaps. “You remember” He clutches one of her 
legs in his hands, rips the fishnet stocking keeping his lips 
from her flesh and kisses a trail from her knee to her toes. 

A small smile dimples her face. “Blood bursting from 
your nose you said ‘I wasn’t alive until the first time you cut 
me’ It was the most romantic thing I had ever heard” 

“We sanctified our love with beer bottle cap burns” 

“The scars our wedding bands” She traces the raised 
circle on his forearm with her fingertip 

"You remember then" 

They lie in bed, eating leftover pineapple pizza from 
four different boxes, watching sparks shoot from the 
television. It’s still plugged in. “Do you think it will start a 
fire?” 

“Maybe we should start a fire and make love on this 
bed as the walls come down around us” 


“No I don’t want to” 

“I thought you loved me” 

“Fuck you I’m hungry” 

“I’m bleeding” The pillowcase on his foot is 

completely saturated. 

“You would be” 

Is it already time for another round of who will fight 
and who will cry harder? What is it about this love that 
makes us want to destroy everything? He has cheese 
dangling from his chin and looks pale... What a mess, but 
without him-she imagines being locked in a jar with a 
thousand red ants. 

“Maybe you're right” she licks the cheese off his face. 
He hugs her for conceding. His armpit smells like 
cigarettes and sweaty boy. “We really should blow this 
place up But let’s steal some towels first and maybe some 
money” 
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“No, seriously, Linnea. I don’t want to 
go to Graceland.” 

“Nope, sorry. You’re going whether 
you want to or not. That’s just the way it is.” 

“ll wait in the car. I'll be fine. Don’t 
worry about it.” 

“There is absolutely no way I am 
going to let you go to Memphis without 
seeing Graceland. Trust me. I’m giving you the gift of Graceland.” 

“Dude, I don’t want the gift of Graceland!” 

My friend Becca and I were in the seventh day of our 
whirlwind Winter Break Southstravaganza Tour. Philadelphia to 
New Orleans in two days, and then up the Mississippi Delta, and 
onwards to Memphis. Interestingly enough, our only fight had 
centered around a place neither of us knew hardly anything about— 
Graceland. I insisted she go, and Becca insisted she wouldn’t. 

This had pretty much been our conversation during the five 
hours we'd driven:yesterday. When we got to the motel we fought 
about it. When we woke up, we fought about it. Now here we were, 
sitting in the car, in the Graceland parking lot, fighting about it. 
Small and dreadlocked, Becca looked like an ornery woodland 
creature as she glared up at me. 

“Fine. I’ll come into the ticket building with you. I’ll wait in 
the lobby.” 

“Sure.” 

For those not familiar with Graceland, it is essentially the 
center of all things good in the universe. The Memphis I experienced 
was a labyrinth of twisted highways, gaudy neon signs and 
concrete. Cars heedlessly barreling down narrow streets in a 
writhing mass of smoke and steel. 

In the middle of all this chaos is Graceland. Perched on a 
grassy hill, Elvis’ home sits burrowed between gift shops and gas 
stations. The property is securely enclosed by fences on all sides. 
The main gate is flanked by stone walls, every inch scrawled with 
messages from adoring fans. Entrance is only available via tour 
buses, which are caught across the highway, directly in front of the 
Elvis ticket center. 


An 


Pre-Graceland visit, | liked to think of myself as a casual 
Elvis fan. However, as we got closer and closer to Memphis, my 
appreciation began to morph into borderline obsession. Somehow, 
even before setting foot on the property, I knew that Graceland was 
a place which needed to be experienced. 

For one reason or another, Becca had decided just the 
opposite. For her, Graceland was a place to be observed warily from 
afar, from outside the thick stone walls and across a highway to be 
exact. 

However, once we were inside the ticket building, I was 
urged by the spirit of Elvis to take drastic measures. I lunged for the 
ticket counter, bought two student tickets, and pushed Becca out the 
door and into the shuttle bus ine before anything could be done 

: about it. Towering a good 
eight inches over my friend, 
| and bolstered by the power 
of Presley, this feat was 
| easier than would be 
| expected. 

She accepted the 
ticket, muttering, “Fine, but 
I’m not going to like it.” 

She eyed the 
_ Graceland official who 
dangled the audio tour in 
front of her with even more 
disapproval. Resplendent 
with neon orange lanyard 
and giant headphones, the 
little black box seemed to confirm her worst suspicions. 

I on the other hand, eagerly grabbed my audio tour, 
immediately jamming the headphones over my ears. I was 
disappointed to find that stealing was not an option, as the label 
warned, in a dozen languages, that the device would be deactivated 
on removal from the property. ; 

Shivering excitedly in the bitterly gray January air, I 
inspected my fellow Elvis enthusiasts. A large doughy man in his 
mid thirties stood behind us, rattling off Elvis trivia to his smaller 
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but equally doughy mother. Farther behind, I heard some German. 
Before us it was white and mid-western as far the eye could see. 

We had to wait for about a half aol due to the auienhee of 
people brought out by —o - 
the nearness of Elvis’ 
birthday. I contented 
myself with 
memorizing the 
provided Graceland 
map, twitching with 
anticipation, and 
humming ‘You ain’t 
nothing but a hound- 
dog.’ Becca spent the time pretending not to know me. 

Finally we boarded the Graceland Shuttle, crossed the 
highway, and drove through the iron gates and up to the mansion. 
The bus driver directed us to observe that Elvis’s own giant créche 
sat nestled into the hillside, in honor of the holiday season. 

The bus rolled to a stop in front of the mansion. There was a 
scramble to exit, accompanied by the hiss of insulated windbreakers 
and fanny packs rubbing against each other. 

We were an odd assortment of folks, elbowing one another, 
snapping pictures desperately before being forcibly herded through 
the front door. “No flash photography!” the voice on the audio tour 
said firmly. Sheepishly I clutched my two cameras, disposable and 
digital, one in each hand. 

First we moved through the house, a study in marvelous 
eccentricity. The rooms juxtaposed 18 century colonial dressers, 
next to green shag wall carpeting and giant ceramic tigers. 

Everyone was quiet, engrossed in their headphones. Even with 
people pressing on all sides, each of us felt we were embarking on a 
personal experience. 

Then out the back door, to Elvis’ stables, his shooting range, 
his golf charts. The trophy rooms, walls plastered with endless 
golden LPs. The gold lamé suit, videos of Elvis on Ed Sullivan (you 
can hear the girls scream). The piano he sat down at the day he died. 

All the while a somber man narrates in your ear. After the 
three hour experience that is Graceland, your brain is full of Elvis, 
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his music, his movements, his life. The power of Graceland lies in its 
ability to create Elvis as man and God all at once. When it's all over, 
you find yourself wondering how the world managed to survive the 
loss of such a being. 

There is something wonderful and saddening about reliving 
a man’s life in a matter of hours. Ten minutes ago I was taking 
pictures of Elvis’s white faux fur bed, smiling at family videos. 


_ Now I’mstanding at his grave. A group of pale old ladies huddling 


forlornly by the monument, crying. 

I was too happily in awe to cry. Now at the end of the tour, I 
took off my headphones, and found Becca standing behind me 
looking somberly at Elvis’s headstone. 

“Okay, that was excellent,” she said. 

I nodded, smiling. 

“Wait, a picture!” I yelped. A nice lady from Holland 
obliged and took a picture of us together, beaming in front of the 
mansion door. 

Then it was back onto the bus, and out the gates. In quiet 
agreement, we decided to take one last walk up to the stone wall. 
Encouraged by the literary genius of past visitors' “I love elves” and 
“Naked 4-ever,” we decided to leave our own mark on the place. 
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MIKE LANDUCCI INTERVIEW 

by Dan Gutierrez 

[bbptc] may i have some tracks please? 

[uncannydan] what tracks? 

[bbptc] durutti column and some other random stuff 

[bbptc] some c86 tracks 

[bbptc] art bears 

[bbptc] the legends 

[bbptc] you have a lot of stuff im really interested in hearing, i could 
queue just a few at a time if you want 

[uncannydan] k 

[uncannydan] take whatever you want 

[bbptc] cool thanks! 

[uncannydan ]you need to hear the Desperate Bicycles 
[uncannydan] pre-tvps diy pop 

[bbptc] cool 

[uncannydan] the first desperate bicycles single came out in 77 
[bbptc] 77! 

[uncannydan] and the original band members won't let anybody 
reissue their records! 

[uncannydan] so the only thing available are bootlegs 

[bbptc] wow 

[bbptc] have you heard the band the go team? 

[bbptc] you like mirah and merzbow that's rad 

[bbptc] i used to run a label called blackbean and placenta, we 
released a merzbow 12" once and released a lot of pop as well 
[uncannydan] holy shit 

[uncannydan] are you mike landucci? 

[bbptc] si senor 

[bbptc] what was the name of the pre-beat happening K records band 
though? i always thought they were called go team? 

[uncannydan] i just played the shortcut freaks on my radio show this 
week 

[bbptc] and then when i went and looked up go team it was this new 
band (whom i really like as well now) 

[bbptc] yeah shortcut freaks is rad 

[bbptc] there's this one track i have of him that never came out i should 
try and find it and get it on here 

[bbptc] it's so great 

[bbptc] it's like a cover or something he told me in very broken 
english when he sent me the cdr like years and years ago 

[bbptc] it never came out though 


[uncannydan] calvin played in that band the Cool Rays before beat 
happening 
[bbptc] the cool rays 
[uncannydan] and i thought go team formed after beat happening 
[bbptc] there was some band that had tapes on k though before 
[bbptc] im not sure who was in it 
[bbptc] do you know what im talking about? 
[bbptc] i should just go look on their site they might mention it there 
[bbptc] are there two bands called go team is what im wondering 
[uncannydan] i think there's a band called The Go Team! 
{uncannydan] you know, with punctuation 
[uncannydan] i dunno if there's another 
[bbptc] yeah exactly 
[bbptc] there's one from sweden or something that has current new cd 
out that's terrific 
| [bbptc] it reminds me of new bad things oldest stuff 
[bbptc] btu different 
-[uncannydan] ok cool 
funcannydan] you would love the Desperate Bicycles 
[bbptc] im getting on that right now 
' [bbptc] i hadnt really heard of them even 
[uncannydan] do you have any stuff by the Ninjas besides what's on 
the that John Cassavetes comp? 
| [{uncannydan] i haven't been able to track anything down by them 
| besides that comp and a couple of 7"s 
[bbptc] dude how’;d you get harry merry 
| [bbptc] ? 
| [bbptc] did you see him? 
[uncannydan] i wish 
[bbptc] oh the ninjas 
[uncannydan] no, ariel pink told me about him 
[bbptc] did yuo know that's eric who's in the black dice now i think 
[uncannydan] yeah, i heard about that 
[uncannydan] i love the ninjas stuff that i've heard 
[bbptc] anyway yeah i put out a 12’ it has an orange cover 
[bbptc] 6 songs long time ago 
[uncannydan] famous greek deli? 
[bbptc] dont have anymore 
[uncannydan] oh, ok 
[bbptc] then there's a guy in NYC who was on indiepoplist i forget his 
name but 
[bbptc] he released an LP actually and he probbaly has a million in 


his closet or something 

[bbptc] i would guess at least 

[uncannydan] i heard that somebody bootlegged it 

[bbptc] no there was a 12" just the ninjas that i did 

[bbptc] 6 songs 

[uncannydan] i haven't seen it around town, i live in NYC 
[uncannydan] so whatever happened to bbptc 

[bbptc] oh i quit a year or two ago 

[uncannydan] i'm always picking 7"s around town, i found that One 
Star 7" the other day 

[bbptc] did it for about ten years that was enough 

[bbptc] stuff like soulseek kind of made it obsolete 

[uncannydan] really? 

[bbptc] i mean i love releasing records but it became a lot of work and 
no one was buying it 

[uncannydan] drag, i had no idea 

[bbptc] nah it's cool i like it better not doing it 

[bbptc] it was fun for awhile 

Th[bbptc] we did over 200 releases vinyl and cd 

[uncannydan] yeah, amazing 

[bbptc] really it makes more sense nowadays for bands to just put 
there own stuff out if it's gonna be on a small scale 

[bbptc] the whole idea of sending out demos and getting a lable to put 
out a 7" just doesnt make much sense anymore i dont think 

[bbptc] it was fun but the internet has changed it all 

[bbptc] and now it's fun in a different way 

[bbptc] or something 

[bbptc] when people can make really nice looking cdrs at home and 
nice art and all that it's kind of silly to be a small label 

[bbptc] releasing cds 

[bbptc] and viny] is pretty pricey so unless you are sure at least a few 
hundred people want to to buy a 7" you will go broke making those 
{uncannydan] that's a shame though...it's sad to see diy labels go 
{uncannydan] especially yours, the stuff you did is sort of legendary 
Thu Dec 2 22:30:07 2004 we talk about your stuff all the time, trying to 
figure out what twisted mind could manage to do what you did 
{uncannydan] still into phil hendrie? 

[bbptc] lol 

[bbptc] yes in fact im going to put him on righ tnow 

[bbptc] im missiing it 

[bbptc] so who are you anyway? you up in portland area/ 

[bbptc] ? 


[uncannydan]nah, NYC 
[uncannydan] i'm just some kid 
[bbptc] super 
[bbptc] you know little shirly beans 
[bbptc] or whatever her wiggy name was 
{uncannydan]yeah, i do 
[bbptc] she's cool, i liked her comp 
[bbptc] i miss nyc 
[bbptc] i went there a couple times several years ago 
[bbptc] my band was gonna come play out there in spring but i dont 
think i can go now 
[uncannydan] who's your band? 
[bbptc] gang wizard 
[uncannydan] ha, i didn't even know that was you 
| [uncannydan] i have something you put out on SNSE 
[uncannydan] or i bought it from SNSE, i dunno if he put it out 
| [bbptc] oh yeah the live cd 
[uncannydan] groovy 
[bbptc] the band yuma nora is members of our band and theyre really 
| Tipping live they played here last weekend 
| [bbptc] it was like really really good 
' [bbptc] reminded me sort of seeing harry pussy live 
[uncannydan] cool cool 
[uncannydan] ha, hotability 
'[bbptc] you like boyracer? 
[uncannydan] yeah, i like boyracer 
[bbptc] you like the cannanes? 
[uncannydan] i'm supposed to listen to them, i hear they're good 
(note: uncannydan now loves the cannanes) 
[bbptc] amazing 
[bbptc] yeah i love them 
[bbptc] yeah especially if you like that rickety shambly pop sound 
[bbptc] like beat happening sort of but rougher and better 
[bbptc] and great aussie vocals 
{uncannydan] neat 
[uncannydan] i listen to everything really, just been listening to a lot 
of post-punk and twee these days 
[uncannydan] but i was all about noise and psych until this last 
summer 
[bbptc] cool 
[bbptc] love will do that 
[uncannydan] yeah yeah 


- [uncannydan] hey, so i'm helping put together this zine here in 
nyc...do you mind if i use a couple of excerpts from this convo about 
the label? 

[uncannydan] i'm thinking i would print it just like it is , an instant 
message convo 

[uncannydan] and keep the whole thing about me realizing who you 
are, it's funny 

[uncannydan] but if that's too weird, i understand 

[bbptc] yeh that's cool w/ me 

[bbptc] that'd be good 

[bbptc] use the whole thing 

[bbptc] lol 

[uncannydan] cool cool 

[uncannydan] anyways, i've got all these papers due tomorrow soi 
should probably get started 

[bbptc] but dont put that in the zine as the label is closed. tell them to 
buy blackbean stuff at darla records website 

[uncannydan] yeah yeah 

[uncannydan] and if you want to send your promos out here 
[uncannydan] the station is at www.wbar.org, i do a show there on 
tuesdays nights and spin stuff you put out occasionally 

[bbptc] cool 

[bbptc] ill give that to my band mate brian 

[bbptc] we like playing radio shows 

[uncannydan] yeah yeah 

{uncannydan] take it easy 

[bbptc] oki sent it to him 

[bbptc] see ya around thanks for the tracks 


Mike Landucci ran the Black Bean and Placenta Tape Club label, a 
Southern California DIY label throughout the 90s which released records 
by Merzbow, The Ninjas, Figurine, The Snow Fairies, Steward, Yak 
Brigade, Azusa Plane, Watoo Watoo, and countless others. His label 
achieved a reputation and cult following for its cheap production 
techniques (hand written labels, construction paper sleeves, photocopied 
inserts), his mail order which charged at or below cost (50 cents an Ip at 
times), and for his trademark: the one-sided 12”. The remaining BBPTC 
releases can be found at the Darla Records website www.darla.com. His 
band, Gang Wizard, has releases available on BBPTC, Ecstatic Peace, 
and Morc Records. 
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